and over it, working as fast as possible. In less than a quarter of
an hour it was buried. Ten minutes more sufficed to make the
mound symmetrical, and to clear the traces of my work from the

adjacent sward. Then I flung down the spade; threw up my arms;
and vented a sigh of relief and triumph. But I recoiled as I saw
that I was standing on a barren common, covered with furze.
No product of man's handiwork was near me except rny truck
and spade and the grave of Brimstone Billy, now as lonely as
before. I turned towards the water. On the opposite bank was
the cemetery, with the tomb of the holy women, the thornbush
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